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pass; suddenly I looked down on the Plain of Antioch
through an opening in the gorge.

Spread out like a map below, a few roads miming acioss
it like brown string, was the country I was to cioss on the
way to Aleppo. The Lake of Antioch, swollen by floods,
covered about twenty square miles of the plain; and even
from so great a height I was able to sec that the water was
covered with thousands of wild fowl, which would nisi: swiftly
from one part of the lake and settle on anothci. Mountains
lay on the boundaries of the plain; the Anianus to the
north, swinging westward into Asia Minor; to the south lay
the volcanic-looking cone of Mount Casius, on whose peak
it is possible to find the calcined bones of Gieek and Roman
sacrifices. Straight ahead to the east I saw the low, khaki
ridges of Jebel Sim'an, lying between the plain and tin- siony
desert on which Aleppo stands.

We crossed the plain on an embankment, clouds of wild
duck rising all round us. At a village called, I think, Veni
Gheir, we linked up with the main load fiom Ant inch, which
more or less follows the line of the old Roman road from
Antioch to Bcroea, which was the Greek name for Aleppo
before Islam conquered this portion of the Christian world.

Well metalled, wide and straight, the joacl ran eastwards
between fields where the first wheat was already tracing
green lines on the brown earth. Then leaving the fertile
valley of the Orontes, it invaded a loeky wilderness in-
habited only by herds of goats. Sometimes we met French
police, rifles slung on their backs, riding fine Arab hotses;
and now and then we passed gangs of half-clad Arabs break-
ing stones to mend the road

If you walked a little way among the roeks beside the
road, you would find traces of older European i out Is: a
Roman road, or perhaps a Crusading road. But you would
have to look closely for them. The big, wdi-quarried stones
were carted off centuries ago, and you will probably find
them in the wall of a mosque in the nearest village. All
attempts to bring Western civilisation to this hard, lion*
coloured country have failed, and the roads which once, led
to Hellenistic, Roman, and Crusading towns and castles have
long since fallen into ruin.